WEBSTER

Ferd.: Eagles commonly fly alone ! They are
Crowes, Dawes, and Sterlings that flocke
together: Looke, what's that, followes
me ?

Mai. :  Nothing, my Lord.

Ferd.: Yes.

MaL :  Tis your shadow.

Ferd.:  Stay it, let it not haunt me.

Mai. : Impossible; if you move, and the Sun
shine:

Ferd.:  I will throttle it.

In quotation, however, he is always greater than
in bulk: and his reputation is largely based on
quotations, which swell and swell in the imagina-
tion after one has laid his works down. The
tragedies, while the music of these lines and the
terror of these moments dominate our minds,
seem better than they were; and, choosing but
these best things to remember and exhibit, we
tend to form an unjustifiable picture of their
author.

We know next to nothing of Webster: his
father may have been one of many tailors or
tallow-chandlers; we are ignorant of his birth
and of his death. The tigerish fight of Vittoria,
the beautiful and pathetic bravery of the Duchess,
the frequent splendour of lines referring to life's
fitful fever and the undiscovered bourn (not
monopolies of Webster), result in hypothetical
pictures of Webster which may have had no
foundation in fact, and an imaginary dispersal of
sombre magnificence through two tragedies which
are very weak except at their great moments.
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